530                     BOTH WELL                 [ACT v.

When I shall set it on their necks.    Come, friends,
I think the fisher's boat hath hoised up sail
That is to bear none but one friend and me :
Here must my true men and their queen take leave,
And each keep thought of other.    My fair page,
Before the man's change darken on your rhin
I may come back to ride with you at rein
To a more fortunate field : howe'er that be,
Ride you right on with better lup, and live
As true to one of merrier days than mine
As on that night to Mary once your queen.
Douglas, I have not won a word of you;
What would you do to have me tarry ?

George Doug/as.                                  Die.

Queen.    I lack not love it seems then at my last
That word was bitter; yet I blame it not,
Who would not have sweet words upon my lips
Nor in mine ears at parting.    I should go
And stand not here as on a stage to play
My last part out in Scotland ; I have been
Too long a queen too little.    By my life,
I know not what should hold me here or turn
My foot back from the boat-side, save the thought
How at Lochleven I last set foot aboard.
And with what hope, and to what end; and now
I pass not out of prison to my friends,
But out of all friends1 help to banishment
Farewell, Lord Herries.

Herries.                      God go with my queen,

And bring her back with better friends than I.